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Everything about him was brand new, the leather-
bound, military topee, the high-collared, white duck
suit, the bright yellow boots. Even his teeth had a
Regent Street window look about them,
" Dear-r-r lady, how ar-r-e you," he inquired, hold-
ing out a hand. " Excuse my gloves," he added.
" I don't know what there is to excuse about them,
Archibald," remarked Nelly, looking at the hand.
" They seem to me good lemon kid. You must have
paid a fortune for them."
" I only said that because that's what a gentleman
always says to a lady," Archibald confided to her,
smiling. " I read it often in stories of the affections.
But I suppose in England the loving male is always
a poor and therefore his gloves have holes in them
and must be excused. Now, I aift no longer a poor! "
" You're looking well," said Nelly, quickly,
" And you also," he smiled, with an admiring glance.
" I ought not to be," she protested, " with all my
hard work, and father away and you away."
"Did you miss me much?" queried Archibald,
tenderly, standing on one leg.
"We missed the cat more/' Nelly replied. "She
got'chewed up by a dog the same night as you left
We wondered if the dog had chewed you up too. But
Miss Anderby told us next-day that you'd gone hunt-
ing. Where was you hunting, Archibald? "
"Oh, yes, we was hunting!" said the young man,
evading the question. He twirled his ebony >cane*...
f* And we've been rowing and sailing and swimming
and ri-^weVe had a jolly fine old times, I can assure
you,"